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I view theſe gloomy Manſions of the Dead: 
Around me Tombs in mix'd Diſorder riſe, 
And in mute Language teach me to be wiſe ! 
Time was theſe Aſhes liv'd ;—a Time muſt be 
When Others thus may ſtand and look at me; 
Alarming Thought no Wonder tis we dread 
© Ofer theſe uncomfortable Vaults to tread, _ 
Where, blended, lie the Aged and the Young, 
The Rich and Poor, an undiſtinguiſh'd Throng : 
Death conquers all, and Time's ſubduing Hand, y 
Nor Tombs nor Marble Statues can withſtand. 
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How ftriking the Reſemblance, yet how juſt ! 


Once Life and Soul inform'd this Maſs of, Duſt ! 

Around theſe Bones, now broken and decay'd, 
The Streams of Life in various Channels play'd : 

Perhaps that Scull, ſo horrible to view, 

= Was ſome fair Maid's, ye Belles, as fair as you: 


Theſe hollow Sockets two bright Orbs contain'd, 


Here gl 
5 Ns F 
This is Life's Goal---no farther can we view; 
Beyond it all is wonderful and new:  _ 
Q deign, ſome court'ous Ghoſt, to let us know 
What we muſt ſhortly be, and you are now! 
Sometimes you warn us of approaching Fate, 
Why hide the Knowledge of your preſent State? 
With Joy behold us tremblingly explore © 
'Th' unknown Gulph, that vou ca 
The Grave has Eloquence---its Lectures teach, 
I! Silence, louder than Divines can preach; _ 
| Hear what it ſays---ye Sons of Folly hear; 
It ſpeaks to you---O give it then your Ear! 
It bids you lay all Vanity aſe; 
O what a Lecture this for Human Pride | 
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Mark yonder Aſhes, in Confuſion ſpread ! . 5 
Compare Earth's living Tenants with her Dead! _ 


Where the Loves ſported, and in Triumph teign'd : 


yu no more |» 


I Written in a Country Church-Yard : 
By the Rev. Mr. MOORE, of CoxxwALI. 
TRUCK with religious Awe and ſolemn Dread, 
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The Clock ſtrikes Twelve how ſolemn is the Sound! 


Hark, how the Strokes from hollow Vaults rebound 
They bid us haſten to be wiſe, and ſhow 
= How rapid in their Courſe the Minutes flow. 85 
$2 See yonder Yew---how high it lifts its Head ! 
Around, their gloomy Shade the Branches ſpread ! 

Old and decay d, it ſtill retains a Grace, 
And adds more folemn Horror to the Place. 

1 Whoſe Tomb is this? It ſays 'tis Myra's Tomb, 
3 Pluck'd from the World in Beauty's faireſt Bloom; 
Attend ye Fair, ye thoughtleſs, and ye gay! 
, For Myra dy'd upon her Nuptial Day | 8 
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And the Worm rioted upon her Charms. 


Lies youthful Florio, aged Twenty-one 


| Still after Death his Vani 


| And on his Tomb all of 
ow'd the Lips; there white as Parian Stone, 


eeth, diſpos'd in beautious Order, ſhone. 


. | The Jud 


| How melancholy looks each Object round! 
Here Man diſſolv'd, in ſhatter'd Ruin lies 


. | Thro' Heav'n's Expence, to Earth's remot 
| The Dead ſhall q 
And view again the long extinguiſh'd Day: 

It muſt be ſo--the ſame Almighty Pow'r, 
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The Grave, cold Bridegroom, claſp'd her in his Arms; 
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In yonder Tomb the Old Avaro lies; 


o 


Once he was rich---the World eſteem'd him wiſe) | 150 


>chemes unaccompliſh'd labour'd in his Mind, 


And all his Thoughts were to the World confin d; 2 
Death came unlook'd for---from his graſping Hands 


1 : 
Down dropp'd his Bags, and en of Lands. 
Beneath that ſculptur'd pompous Marble Stone 1 


Cropp'd like a Flower, he wither'd in his Bloom, 


Tho flatt'ring Life had promis'd Years to come: 
Ve ſilken Sons! ye Florio's of the | 


Ages 
iddy Maze, Life's Flow'ry 


Who tread, in 
t End of Man, in Florio fee _ 


Stage, 
Mark here the 1 


What you and all the Sons of Earth ſhall be! 


There low in Duſt the vain Hortenſio lies, 


Whoſe Splendor once we view'd with envious Eyes; | 
| Titles and Arms his pompous Marble grace, | 


With a long Hiſtory of his noble Race: 
ſurvives, _ 
ortenſio lives! 


| Around me, as I turn my wandering Eyes, 
I | Unnumber'd Graves in aweful Proſpe& riſe, 

- | Whole Stones ſay only when their Owners dy'd, | 
IIf young, or * „ 
I On others pompous Epitaphs are ſpread, 
| In Memory of the Virtues of the Dead; 


3 * 


„ and to whom 1 . 


Vain waſte of Praiſe ! ſince, flatt'ring or ſincere, 
E alone will make appear. 
How ſilent is this little Spot of Ground | | 


So faſt aſleep---as if no more toriſe; 


"Tis 3 to think how theſe dead Bones can l /8, "3 
| Leap into Form, and with new Heat revive! 9 


Or how this trodden Earth to: Life ſhall wake, 
Know its own Place---its former Figure take ö 
But whence theſe Fears? When the laſt Trumpet ſounds, 
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teſt Bounds, 
uit theſe Tenements of Clay, 


From Duſt who form'd us, can from Duſt reſtore, 1 


|” Cheer'd with this pleaſing Hope, I ſafel truſt | 5 
| Jehovah's Pow'r to raiſe me from the Dutt 5 


On his unfailing Promiſes rely, 
And all the Horrors of the Grave defy, 
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Death where's thy Sting, Grave where's thy Victory. | 
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